50          '1UJK REGENT AND HIS DAUGHTER
" 'Is the Queen here?* he cried, and I then saw the Prince of
Wales.
" 'Yes,' I answered, shuddering at the new scene for her;
cshould I tell Her Majesty your Royal Highness is here?5
"This I said, lest he should surprise her. But he did not
intend that; he was profoundly respectful, and consented to
wait at the door while I went in, but he called me back, as I
turned away, to add: cYou will be so good to say I am come by
her orders.3 "
That night, at about two o'clock, Fanny Burney was asked to
take a message to Colonel Goldsworthy, one of the King's
gentlemen. She went along the passages to the room where
she was told she would find him, but "when I opened the door
of the apartment to which I was directed," she writes, "I found
it was quite filled with gentlemen and attendants, arranged
round it on chairs and sofas, in dead silence , . . anything more
alarming and shocking could not be conceived; the poor King
within another door, unconscious anyone was near him, and
thus watched, by dread necessity, at such an hour of the night!
... I could not distinguish one gentleman from another except
the two Princes by their stars." It seems that the King and
his sons pinned on their large diamond star each morning when
they dressed, and wore it all day.
At first the King was so ill, in body as well as in mind, that
it was not expected he would live. His physical health, how-
ever, improved, though his mind remained disordered, and
from this condition his doctors said he might, or might not,
recover. Such was the situation at the end of November, The
question now arose of the Prince being made regent* In this
crisis he would naturally have turned to Fox for advice and
support. But that large and agreeable man was at the moment
bumping along in his coach across Europe with Mrs. Armistead,
bound for the clearer airs of Italy. The question was, how to
find him? For Fox had purposely given no addresses, wishing
to be lost for a time to both England and politics. He had
looked at no newspaper but one; and that only to see the
result of a race at Newmarket. Messenger after messenger now
dashed off to Europe, despatched by the Prince, who was
frantic to find the one man who, he felt, could grapple with
the situation. At last Fox was discovered at Bologna, and
after a nine days scramble across Europe, with a messenger
ordering post-horses for him all along the road in advance, he
arrived in England, and on November 24th descended from a
coach at Thomas's Hotel in Berkeley Square.